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looked at his daughters capering on the grass, and at Marie,
motionless beside him; he touched his wife's cheeks and fair hair
and murmured: "Life has been sweet with you, Marie."
In the afternoon, taking turns at carrying Eve on their shoul-
ders, the couple wandered slowly through the woods. They
looked for the pond covered with lilies, which they had admired
in the days of their great wandering, when they were first
married. The pond was dry; the lilies had disappeared. Around
the muddy hollow was a resplendent stiff crown of flowering
gorse, brilliantly yellow. Near there, beside a road, the couple
plucked violets and some periwinkles.
After a hasty dinner, Pierre took the return train in the cooler
air. He left his family at St. Remy, his only companion being
the bouquet of ranunculi, which lie would arrange in a glass
and put on his desk in the Boulevard Kellermann.
After another day of sun and country Marie, on Wednesday
night, brought Irfcne and Eve back to Paris, left them at home
and joined Pierre in the laboratory. When she came in she saw
him, standing as usual before the window of the big room,
examining apparatuses. He was waiting for her. He put on his
overcoat and hat, and took his wife's arm to go to Foyot's
Restaurant, for the traditional dinner of the Physics Society.
With colleagues whom he admired, such as Henri Poincar6, his
neighbour at table, he spoke of the problems which preoccupied
him just then: the measurement of die emanation of radium, the
experiments in spiritism at which he had recently been present,
the education of girls, upon which he had original* theories,
wishing to turn it resolutely in the direction of natural science.
The weather had changed. One could never have believed
that summer had seemed so near on the evening before. It was
cold, a sharp wind was blowing, the rain beat on the glass. The
pavement was soaked, slippery and shining,